mmm.  mm  m  -* 


THE  YELLOW  BOSE  OF  HANOI 

TUne*  The  Yellow  Rose  of  Texas-- 

There’s  a  yellow  rose  in  Hanoi  .^■cyt5 
Who  loves  a  fighter  crew,  :  :  :  -ff:  T, 

aje  runs  the  Hanoi  Hilton  ,wVl  ^wilv  **- 
And  she  longs  to  welcome  youC  .  ,  ^ 

Her  father’s  name  is  Ho  Chi  itinh "  ‘ ' 

An^h??  J«,lon9  •  ^Lst::fSfefev;": 

And  if  you  greet  him  nicely,:  J 

He  will  let  you  'stay  for  ^pee^*:!’;ISl pftSf® 

CHORUS*  Her  eyes  are*- shaped  like  almonds* 

And  1*11  give  you  a  hunch, ... 

I  donTt  l«aht*Tb"meWTfeY''r«ttnIly1“ 

Cause  they’re  a  nasty  bunch* 

It’s  fish  heads  and  rice  for  breakfast 
And  fish  heads,  and  rice  for  tea*-. 

But  so  long  as  they  don’t  catch  me* 

*  1  »  No  fish  heads  and  rice  for  me*  "* 

Gh,  you  may  fly  a  Phantom,  T 

Or  you  may  f ly  Vfhudi^  ^  wst  uoy  *1 
But  if  you  fly  to  Hanoi*  .xoo.o-c  x~* 

Better  listen  to  me  Bud.  • 

You  may  talk  of  girls  in  Bangkok, 

Or  Los  Angeles  and  such,  ' ;  , 

But  the  yellow  rose  of  Hanol^"  ^ 

Is  just  a  bit  too  much.  .  *  A  *af  . 

r.<?- #•  vo<?  oue  er-cq  .iuo  no  oerrcuf  »  unA 

CHORUS*  0 -*  sw  bm  ainar  nets?  ?1&  bssfenisq 

-  ■ .. .  -leviS'-be-S-  /  . 

.fdril  s  noi  'r.  ifz.il  tzvl  -szbl&  bud!  nwoQ  . 


•  .inmyrf  n«3ic!;  yllou 
Da  Hang  Lullaby e  /---rwr/rf  earxafc  .:eauT:  •., 

fiine*  My  Bonnie  Lies  Oirer  the  Ocean 

CHGRUS*  ■-  Boll  in*  TOli  in^  -**«>*# 

n«*  ?°?  how  ^^^ytars  rdll  -  in,  roll  to 
Soil  in,  roll  to,  ; 

*Y  God how  &e “kkartars- ^ 

I  went  off  to  South4ast,%^i^v';: 

To  fight  my  own  war 

I’ve  spent  half  my  tour  in  a  bunker^"5"  01  ■".  ■ 

I  don’t  think  that  its  really  fair*.  ‘ 

“CHCBDsr 


Each  day  I  go  off  to  fly  combat. 

Then  have  a  beer  when  I  return*  j- 

I  usually  finish  the  first  one, — ~ . 

Before  incoming  rounds  are  heardw-ie—  ai:....ai!0 

CHORUS*  *  si  •>  a&lQ 


Each  morning  we  go  off^Jto  combat*? 

At  dawn  in  the  clouds  *  fog  and  rating 
The  Gyreens  are  up  even  ioo ne*+z±n:.%l 
To  recapture  the  ra^p  at  Nang* 

■  (bs,v»'ix&  »-v’»joi{  .evi: 

CHCBUSs  •  *  £  V  l  i  T£C.£*Jti 

And  now  my  tour  is  all  over 
I’ll  resume  the  life  that  1  led. 

My  wife  thinks  that  its  rather  silly, 
To  put  sandbags  around  our  bed* 


Jolly  Green  Hymn. 

Time*  Marine  Hymn:. 


Z  '»  \ 


tali  elnas! 


;I  gxraK  sC! 


V>4 


’ .  msoQ.]  ejiJ 

From  the  mountains  of  Mugia 
To  the  plains  of  Uncle  Ho. 

-Tour  Jojly  Greens  will  grab  you. 

Mo  matter  where  you  go. 

with  very  little  gas.  I  '  ~„ 

JJey  will  hang  it  out  a  mile,  my  toys?'*'* 
■w  ^ve  y<mr  rosy  as^.  :  / 

„ •.  r:  •  -  r  *  Kt*  tj*Y 


tarii  uziuj  f’xcb 


''vr^irsp''*: 


ii*y  - 


,>r-^ 


vah 

.  I'  r^/Sar/xjsd  5 
.^no  crstx*  sifr.tfainxl  xllzmu 
Ode.._to  fiobln  X)lds  .  ^imuo-s  gnlasasot  *rxoi-3 


'  s'SUSGh 

f  ■?*>■’■  3' *«  •* 


Robin  Olds  is  his  name. 

Fighting  MIGS  is  his  game. 

He’s  got  big  balls  of  brass. 

He  Knocks  MIGS  on  their  ass.  -• 

He  leads  his  Wolf  Pack  great, 

an<*  fuck,  shit,  hate.  '  *1 

Forty- five  you’ve  arrived. 

Go  get  number  five.  t2Ui£fD 


-re vo  11b  z’i  mof  y.~  won  bnA 
*03£  I  J* 4  •  £  r 4  f 

■  esl  Jt  -ir  a^nirfa  ;>Vcw  y.« 

•  ■  _  .bed  tuo  fcm;c T9  aosibnea  ol 


>  tel  <1}  _  Cu  Kj  (44:;  .til  ^  *.••< 


The  Battle  of  the' Red  River  Valliy‘:  f 
Tunes  The  Battle  of  New  Orleans 


3Lhi" 


From  Ubon.  Thailand  we  took'  a  little  trio 
Along  with  Robin  Olds  in  a  Phantom  4  ship 
■e  joined  with  the  tanker  and  we  took  a  little  aa= 
Ihen  pressed  up  North  Fcr  to  kick  the  Commies*  ass 

ffiGRUS^  Well*  Jhey  iiot!  their:85*s  and  4ey 
shot  their  SAM  Missiles  “ 

And  they  sent  up  their  MIGS  where 
the  flak  cculdn,t  go 

lh^.tl'£ed  like  hell  to  knock  down 
the  Phantoms  w ' 


♦“i-S***  t,  i  *,.• 


zyr  ■?: 


.m3  x 


From  the  top  of  Thud  Ridge  to  the 


Hootch  of  Uncle  Ho 

►  1-  ...  «  i  "tM?  V  • 


said,  Se  can  t|ke ?  *  an  by  surprise 

*  Sst  foUo^  ft‘om  abfe  cut  ’ITdown  to  size 
lock  U  °y  BXample  ^  they’ll  fall  like  a 

If.?!U-“T!  ,your  ai?slles  til  we^re  in  their 


six  o’clock 
CHORUS* 


vil  ucy  12  SlS 

^c-gr-rs  rjx  altro  To  j.i»$  *-«  pay  • 

HolT,  we^tuned  our  AIM-S’.s  and  m  tuned  our 

And  we  turned  on  our  pods  and  got  a  green  liqht 

V«*  punched  0ff  our  *»nks  and  we  crossed  the 
.  ~  “Ked"Elver  _ 

Down  Thud  Ridge  just  itchin*  for  a  fight. 
UiCK05*‘  - 


01 *  Ethan  said  they’re  West  at  35 

separation  and  really  looked  alive 
Then  Robin  said  I’ve  got  a  Tally  Ho 
H)e  Air  Dot  is  centered  so  I’m  gonna  let  ’em  go 

CHORUS i  {Continued  next  page) 


The  Battle  of  Red  River  Valley  -  continued 


Well  the  missiles  went  ballistic  and  was  Robin ; 
ever  pissed. 

You*d  think  twas  the  first  time  the  old  man  ever 
missed.  -  .  i  t  ..  . 

Robin  went  heat  and  made  another  pass3"  Llv~ 
A  sidewinder  missile  went  up  the  MIGS ’assign*  2 

.wonsc.  ifo-'j  %  c  i-i?.  j.  iv  ■  vi  i .isM  ®  '-3T 

CHORUS:  *  , 

t-'TOoIj  vtso  hi 00  cfw  eaoibft  pnilwslo  eobTeO* 

•  tsvcis  itii ?  no  gnxxoab  soil  •'■.beil'%- 
0:^r  &■££&£&  -e &£'  .?i7 £ ? n  .  :>n l‘ 2? ? I >*  c  - : ;JL 

,«or4'J-yY-  S5>nl£t5'  yil0#.  7*31  ■ 


Battle  Hymn  of  the  85nwa  Gunner 

Tune:  Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic- t >v  s  -  ^ 

Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  Gloyr  of  the  coming  of 
the  force 

And  Uncle  Ho  has  yelled  and  cussed  and  screamed 
till  he'  is  hoarse.  :T.-r 

"Go  out  and  man  your  guns  my  boys  you  have  a  job 

The  Thudfare 

CHORUS :  Gory,  gory  what  a  helluva  way  to  die-*?  .• 

Gory ,  gory  v/h  at  a  he  1  luva  way  to  die 

Gory,  gory  what  a  helluva  way -to  die*^ 

I  don't  what  to  fight  no  more*  ^  ,?>» 

■  -  .  ■ .  .-V- s  -i  —  -4-  *-  4  *  •*;£» 

Now  as  the  Thuds  are  getting  close,  beside  my  gui 
I  stand.  I  • j 

We  all  should  feel  quite  proud  to  stand  in  defens 
of  this  land.'.  1  . ..  ... 

But  getting  my  ass  blown  to  bite  is  not-what  I 
cair-grand-ft . r 

The  Thuds  are  coming  in. 

CHORUS*  -s 


There's  750 's  all  around,  the  sky  is  full  of  shi 
And  smoke  and  dust  and  arms  and  legs?  don't  like 
it  one  damn;  felt. 

If  they  miss  me  this  last  time  I  think  that. I 
shall  quit* il| 

The  Thuds  are  comihg  in. 


CHORUS: 


We  got  hit  and  now' 
Each  day  they  scari 
so  well  -] 
Our  Consul e  Satin  n 
bastard  yell  i 
The  Thuds  are  comx 


are  down  below  in  Commie  hell 
.  us  pissless  in  a  way  we  know 


WE’VE  BEEN  WORKING  ON  THE  RAILROAD 

We’ve  been  working  on  the  railroad 
Every  fucking  day.  ■-* 

We've  been  working  on  the  railroad, 

Up  Thai  Nguyen  way.  .  *  -3a 

-  ■■  '■  •*-  •  ;  "  :  *<  ■  i,*  ^  .wi* 

Uncle  Ho  ain’t  got  no  railroad, 

No  rolling  stock  or  switches. 

But. Seventh  frags  us  on  the  railroad. 
Those  dirty  sons  of  bitches. 


SAM’s  galor^f.57  *j  too,  - 

85's  will  scragg  your  old  Yazoo! 

Fuck,  Shit,  Hate,  Shit  Hot  too 
~  ~Sd  what  the  hell  is  new.  ^  ' 

Someone’s  up  a  tree  on  Thud  Ridge, 
Someone's  in  the  drink  I  know  o-o-o-o 
Someone's  in  the  karst  near  Hoa  Lac, 
Shouting  on  the  radio. 

Shouting,  Fee,  Fi  Fiddly-i-oh 
Fee,  Fi  Fiddly-i-oh,  oh,  oh, oh 
Fee,  Fi  Jolly  Green  Oh 
“  Only  99  more  to  go.  ’J  3  c 


#1  Clismas  Song 
Tune* 


Chestnuts  roasting  on  a  Thailand  fire, 
Bull  frogs  singing  in  the  choir, 
Samlars  singing  Ho,  Ho,  Ho, 

It's  Melly  Clismas  you  know. 


Geicos  clawling  acloss  the  cold  bare  floor. 
Filed  lice  .cooking  on  the  stove. 

Tee  Lucks  kissing  neath  the  mist le  toe. 

It’s  Melly  Climas  you  know. 

Sweet  lips  waiting  for  my  tender  kiss. 

Gar llc_.b3g.eath.  gets  in  my  wavT 
VC's  roasting  in  an  napalm  fire. 

Melly  Clismas  Uncle-Ho. 


Cripples  limping  down  a  snail  side  street. 
Napalm  rising  at  their  feet, 

I  dropped  it  low,  but  they  went  too  slow,  • 
Melly  Clismas  dear  Ho. 


VC  making  love  near  rice  paddy, 
Tee  Lucks  eyes  are  all  aglow. 
Twenty  mike-mikes  up  his  ass, 
Tee  Luck  screaming  go,  go,  go. 


Wolf  Pack  sends  greetings  from  old  Robin  Olds, 
Chappie  joined  him  over  there. 

We’ll  carry  on,  the  stars  will  be  bright. 

Over  Ubon  Rjachtani  tonight... 


4- 


The  Happy  Refueler '  .ow )•  I 
Tune:  The  Happy  Wanderer 


Each  day  we  go  a  wandering  £$  iaitf.  H&6  *iiT 
Along  your  tanker  track. 

And  invert  tells  us  with 'a  smiley  >1 

You  passed  them  ten  miles  back*  t.  -  2  ai’ysrfT 

o£ 

CHORUS:  Breakaway,  breakaway,  breakaway*  if- 
Breakaway.--  :  x.ls.  sf..'/  oinl  TIc-t 

Breakaway,  breakaway  ;! I 
We  hear  the  boomers 


The  52* s  will  win  the  war 
We  gather  from  report si^o&g* 3? 

I’d  trade  one  little  tanker  crew 
For  a  wing  of  Str at o forts •  5  ^ 


jro'soi  .nooa 


\ce; 


.ic-5  ylbaab  asoa&fc'S  eni 

We  deploy  across  the  seascoo"#  nr-TS 
To  lands  both  near  • 

Your  navigator  pleads’ 


If  you  weren 
I  heard  a  pilot  said 
This  would  a  boring 
We’d  never 


...  -V _ _ 

5- 


The  Green  Beret 


ki  “S 


3"I 


J  , 


Wi 


Hey  there  fella,  in  the  green  beret,  ....  r-- 

After  this  day  you  can  truly  say  - ^ 
That  ole  Charlie  died  in  the  blast 
And  the  Mini  gun  has  saved  your  ass.’ 


)£s'i'sss.  ear 


CHORUS: 


Escalators  of  the  war,."’ 
As  the  afterburners  "roar, 


qu  gi'deo  .£?■ 
>0rf’:l  t?nSi  qs'it .  of 


_  oT 

Air  Force  flyers  of  the  sky,  - -  - 

Charlie  Cong,  prepare  to  die# 

too  nl  Ho  s;!sd  sW 

Paratroopers  with  sining  boots;  ^*4.  w0  VS£q  0- 

Funny  clothes  and  silk  parachutes,  .T’  gaiipne'  srfT 
The  average  troop,  so  young  and  fairra-f3~o"jc5  bsrJv 
When  there’s  trouble,  they  . call  for  Aij%  nif 

fvol  •srfi'  TO  380 TC?  eiiST - 


CHORUS: 


■fiiStlOO 


Stout  leg  soldiers  on  the  ground. 

Watching  centuries  fly  around,  ~  .  p 

Keep  you  head  turned  to  the  skv*  ^c-g . %i ,*41 

That’s  why  today  you  did  not  die. 


CHORUS: 


vrjiy; 


d  ■  dot'oafii"  sis-yc 

nul  an:-?  ea'T 
5-si  oi.og.  ©W 
n;  pnidlavsA-. 


UQ 

or 


•fet-J. 


Hey  there  sailor  on  the  sea>f& 

Bow  you  head,  it’s  the  :F-4C./ 

While  ole  Charlie  goes  up  in  smoko,  i-fits.  sw  a.A 
Drink  up  Swabbie  and  finish  you  coke.  zi 

v...-  >.3Eci  iXoW 

CHORUS*  -  ' 

-  Tf  Ksr.  .no  grsiworia-  etr’eW 

Watch  our  Charlie,  check  you  ."six"  £  £i~ssdJx£edX 
There’s  a  naoalm  cocktail,  here’s  the  mix*. *  ;.y 
For  we  are  lout  to  get  your  ass, ~  -I.  -  of- 

And  leave  it  there  in  the  elephant  g&ss. 


CHORUS: 


Z  vs>;; 
lOO't  \'f.£  £/- 

j-  si£b 


Song  of  the  Wolf  Pack 

Tune  Ghost  Riders  In  The  Sky 

Oh  pilots  of  the  Wolf  Pack  _ 

Go  to  the  briefing  room  '  _ ,  C 
The  mission  is  a  good  one  9 " 

To  the  MIGS  It  will  mean  doom 
We’re  going  up  to  Hanoi  _ 

To  Kep  and  Phuc  Yen  too 
To  write  our  bloody  record 
In  the  annals  of  the  blue  ‘  V 

We  take  off  in  our  Phantoms 
To  play  our  deadly  cards  "  J 
The  engines  make  our  thunder 
And  our  eyes  are  steely  hard  . : 
We’re  on  the  way  to  battle 
The  forces  of  the  foe  ... 

We’re  certain  to  destroy them 

We* 11  seek  them  high  and  low. 

;-.o  a 

We  battle  today,  and  make  our  kills 

The  Wolf  Pack  in  the  sky 

,sio  ?c~  2-j  ucy  '{<o 

We  cycle  through  the  tanker 
The  tension  startscto  rise 
We  go  to  meet  our  destiny  _T 

Awaiting  in  the  skies  .  „ 

We  tune  and  arm  our  missiles  . 

As  we  streak  across  the  black  ^ ' 
Our  boss  is  in  the  forefront 
Leading  the  Wolf  Pack 

We* re  showing  on  their  radar 
Their  hearts  are  full  of  hate 
They  rise  to  meet  the  challenge 
To  meet  their  bloody  fate 
They’re  headed  for  disaster 
As  any  fool  can  tell 
They  dare  to  face  the  Wolf  Pack 
We’ll  shoot  them  clear  to  hell 

Continued  next  p 


i  k  Cl 


*  ,  t  '  ^  . 

Song  of  the  Wolf  Pack  (Continued) 
•.nsis'bca*  v ;-Ci 

We  battle  today,  aid  make  our  kills 
The  Wolf  Pack  in  the  Sky  <  -  a 

Wolf  Jteck -lead  says  "Coniact" 

They’re  MIGS,  a  flight  of  two  ~  ^ 

I’m  too  close  for  the  sparrow 
The  sidewinder  will  do  *  « 

I’ll  roll  into  the  six  o'clock 
Behind  the  trailing  MIG  y. '  ~ 

And  let  him  have  a  missile  .  ;  • 
Just  like  a  fiery  GIG 

•  t%k  'j  t  .25  •***  ^  •  f*S. 

Oh  other  flights  engaged. more  MIGS 
Hot  action  filled  the  air 
The  Wolf  Pack’s  lust  was  sated 
Before  heading  for  their  lair 
The  enemy  won’t  soon  forget 
The  awesome  deadly  toll 
As  the  8th  Wing  troops  return  to  base 
And  make  Tneir  victory  rolls 

3 If  ivilv* 

We  battle  today  and  make  our  kills 
The  Wolf  Pack  in  the  sky. 


Wolf  Pack  Fighting  Song 

Tunes  Cornell  Song  . . 

Contact  joy  stick  back  , 

Roaring  thru  the  blue.  „  ~ 

We  are  the  men  of  the  Great  Eighth  Wing . 
Fighters  tried  and  true  t r< 

We  are  the  heroes  of  the  night," 

To  hell  with  the  Commies*  might  ji  “'.'.V 
Bold  brave  Wolf  Pact ; 

Defenders  of  the  right;*' '  -■  y  -— ^ 

*  sVCi  zv.szi  03  y:b44;. 

Drink  a  toast  to  all  the  Wolf  Pack'  '  n"  '~l 
To  those  daring  men  ■  : 

Hay  they  always  win  the  battle 


"  f&;no2. 
*  ■ 


Live  to  fight  again 

For  we  are  rulers  of  the  blue 
MIG  killing,  wrecking  crew 
Fight,  fight,  fight,  fight ° 
Fighting  Wolf  Pack  true.  „  . 


i  «  *  'TO*i 


I ; 


rrJiJ  S'C  Gi 

r  r’v  •  ,f'|  % -h  ;r  Q-  T 

'?  *  syr;  '<& *t  f *•  ~  w  S' 


DOfT^ 


r::;: 
» l *. 


reae 


Our  Leaders 

Tunes  Manana 

At  Phillips  Range  in  Kansas 
The  jocks  all  had  the  knack 
But  now  that  we're  in  combat* 

We  got  Colonels  on  our  back,  . . - 

And  every  time  we  say  shit  hot, 

Or  wfoistle  in  the  bar. 

We  have  to  answer  to  somebody, 

Looking  for  a  star. 

CHORUS:  Our  leaders,  our  leaders 

Our  leaders  is  what  they  always  say. 
But  it's  bullshit,  it’s  bullshit, 
It's  bullshit  they  feed  us  every  day 

Today  we  had  a  hot  one, 

And  the  jocks  were  scared  as  hell, 

They  ran  to  meet  us  with  a  beer, 

And  said  that  we  were  swell, 

But  Recce  told  the  D.D.A. 

And  said  we  missed  a  hair. 

Now  we’ll  catch  all  kinds  of  hell, 

From  wheels  at  Seventh  Air. 

CHORUS:  “  ""  ~ 

They  send  us  out  in  bunches. 

To  bomb  a  bridge  and  die, 

These  tactics  are  for  bombers, 

That  our  leaders  used  to  fly. 

The  Big  Pictures  evades  us, 

And  that  is  way  I  guess 
We  have  to  leave  our  thinking 
To  the  wheels  in  J.C.S. 

CHORUS: 

(Continued) 


Our  Leaders  (Continued) 


The  J.C.Si  are  generals,  '  *  3 

And  they’re  not  always  right, 
"Sometimes-  they  have  to  think'  it  over 
Well  in  to  the  night. 

When  they  have  a  question, 

Or  something  they  can’t  hack. 

They  have  to  leave  the  judgement 
To  that  money  saving  Mac. 


CHORUS: 


Now  Mac’s  job  is  in  danger, 
For  he's  on  salary  too. 

To  be  the  final  say  so, 

X  something  he  can't  do. 
Before  we  fly  the  mission. 
And  everythings  O.K. 

He  has  to  get  permission 
From  Flight  Leader  L.B.J. 


CHORUS: 


A  Pilot  In  A  Tall  Tree 

Tunes  The  Twelve.  Days  of  Christmas 

On  the  first  day  of  Christmas  Gy  twjf 
My  C.  0,  gave  to  me 
A  Pilot  in  a  tall  tree  ,  ]  v - 


On  the  second  day  of  Christmas  r*  ^  l? 
My  C.  0.  gave  to  me 
Two  big  GAM* s 
And  a  pilot  in  a  tall  tree 


On  the  third  day  of  Christmas 
My  C*  0.  gave  to  me  vc  - 

Three  fuel  tanks  l -Vi V.  . "■ 
Two  big  GAM’s  ' 

And  a  pilot  in  a  tall  tree  Bjy 

On  the  fourth  day  of  Christmas 
My  C.  0.  gave  to  me  ?iv; 

Four  GAR  Eights 

Three  fuel  tanka  vrv;gr;^f:^~'~**gvvf  & 

Two  big  GAM'S  V  '/ 

And  a  pilot  in  a  tall  tree  •- 


On  the  fifth  day  of  Christmas 
My  C.  0.  gave  to  me 
— Five — MiG's  —  to  —  chase  »- 
Four  GAR  Eights 
Three  fuel  tanks 
Two  big  GAM’s 

And  a  pilot  in  a  tall  tree 


On  the  sixth  day  of  Christmas 

My  C.  0.  gave  to  me 

Six  SAM' s  a  singing 

—Five— MiG's  —  to  —  chase 

Four  GAR  Eights 

Three  fuel  tanks 

Two  big  GAM’s 

And  a  pilot  in  a  tall  tree 

(Continued) 


A  Pilot  in  a  Tall  Tree  (Continued) 

On  the  seventh  day  of  Christmas  T 
Jgy  C*  0.  gave  to  me 
Seven  days  of  rest 
Six  SAM's  a  singing  ;  ^  ;-fs 

—Five— MiG's  —  to  —  chase 
Four  GAR  Eights  :  W>  yr  /,'CilZZ 
Three  fuel  tanksit  -hm  yit??  colons; 
Two  big  GAM’s  .sficl* 

And  a  pilot  in  a  tall  tree* 


On  the  eighth  day  of  Christmas  -1  g  0  hS!?'* 

My  C*  0»  gave  to  me  ■  *»:*  'T'T  js.  -y*-- 

Eight  Seven-Fifties - 3  6  *  ^ 

Seven  days  of  rest 

Six  SAM’s  a  singing 

— Five — MiG's  —  to  —  chase 

Four  GAR  Eights 

Three  fuel  tanks  r~;.rA  :  re.iy.'t ; A-:'  •  v:?'  *V« 

Two  big  GAM's  3  s-vaH  v:t  , 

And  a  pilot  in  a  tall  tree* 


Flak  Showers 


lit"  ?  r.l  l->i  >?'A 


TUnet  April  Showers  :■■■■■■  •  <• 

.  '  •  Sst  OS  i  vso  .0  .0  - 

Mthough .  flak  showers  nay  cone  your  way, ' 

J^VVfin§  the  Panic»  that  makes  you  say 
Fuel  in  BINGO,  I’m  going  home 

J?  if  you  want  to  stay  and  fight  you  may 
Stay  and  fight  alone. 

**Yf  f?ded  thr°ttle,  I’m  on  my  way  ;  - 

'r  ,  iiye  to_come _back_some _other  day, 

5o  keep  on  strafing  that  position  •  •  ■ 

And  knock  it  out  for  me  />  , 

I*m  just  a  close  supporter,  can’t  you  see.” 


~®u  LTell_A ^.  Hghter  Pilot  :  '  ?  T 

Tune*  My  Eyes  Have  Seen  the  Glory 

By  the  ring  around  his  eyeball. 

You  can  tell  a  bombardier. 

^is^ear!1  *  b0mber  pilot  bY  the  spread  around 
Y°LC“such“  ‘  n,Vl9at0r  by  M.  sextants,  maps 
V°t.nnhtaliu^h[l9hter  30Ckey’  but  y°" 


Big  Eye 

Tune*  You  Are  Aiy  Sunshine 


You  are  my  Big  Eye,  my  only  Big" Eye,  " 
You  guide  my  fighters  y 

When  skies  ere  <jr$y  '  '  '  ’ -  • ~ 

Ju2*tn  +K9i*f  fr0m  here  Hanoi 
Just  to  find  they  have  gone  the  other  way. 

The  other  days  boys,  as  I  was  flying, 

I  heard  - Big  Eye  -Control  1 er  say*  . 

I’ve  get  a  bogie  down  by  Hanoi, 

Won  t  you  head  your  jet  that-a-way?" 


~  s*id  bf  had  06  in  radar  contact,  "■  *  F 

And  1  believed  him  like  a  dope,  '*-•*" 

Lf*®*  Ha"oi  -  an<*  still  no  bogie. 

He  had  chased  a  fly  across  the  scop^i' 

You  were  my  Big  Eye,  my  only  Big  Eye, 

How  could  you  let  me  down  this  way? 

%  chute  was  swingin’  -  they  heard  me  singin’ 
Won’t  you  take  that  Big  Eye  away?  9 


Napalm 

Tune*  Good  Slip  Titanic 

4t w 

I  was  out  on  a  recce  to  see  what  I  could  see  - 
when  I  spied  a  farmer  man  with  his  pitchfork  In 
his hand,  -  ^  — 

It  was  sad  when  ray  napalm  went  down. "  " 

CHGKJS*  It  was  sad,"  oh,  it  Was  ^  '  .  1 

-Itia«fc:sad' ^ ^end»y_:Mpalm  went  down  4hit 
the  farmer)  — —  - 

Hiere  were  husbands  and  wive*^.  r ...  & 

I tty  bitty  children  lost  their  lives  ■ 

_  K  ras  sad  rfien  the  Mpala  , 

It  was  up  by  Dong  Hoi  where  I  won  my  DFC  ,  1 

I  was  out  on  a  recce  to  see  what  I  could  see.  ! 

When  I  spied  a  church  below  and  I  let  my  rockets  go. I 

Xt  V>8S  sad  when  those  rockets  went  down.  H  | 

CHORUS:  It  was  sad,  oh,  it  was  sad  __  .. 

It  was  sad  when  those  rockets  went  down 
(hit  the  steeple)  •'  ~ 

All  the  people  ran  like  heji;^^'^, 

When  those  rockets  hit  the  belli* *  '  ' 

It  was  sad  when  those  rockets  went  down. 

Ihe^’sVb?^1^9^  f6n  1  knew  1  was  through 
Ih&  5J  *  had  shot  mY  turbine  through.  ■ 

*  £  1  Mt  the  silk-Oh,  my  God,  retrained 

It  was  sad  when  that  pilot  went~downT~ 

CHORUS:  It  was  sad,  oh,  it  was  sad 

U^!SKSf?  ^en  that  pilot  went  down  (hit 
vhe  bottom^ 

There  were  husbands  and  wives 
Itty  bitty  children  lost  their  lives 
it  was  sad  when  that  pilot  went  down. 


&  c  u  r n 


Beside  a  Vietnam  waterfall 

One  bright  and  sun nyday  'belilcie-  eew  rovpii  erft 

Beside  his  shattered  fighter 0&'-  2tw  bnA 

A  young  pursuitor  lay  ~  slorl  t  io  duo  mrlW- 
His  parachute  hung  from  a  nearby  tree 43,2  ts*  fcnA 
He  'Dias  not  yet  qui  te  dead  ’  '*J  ^^si: 

So  listen  to  the  very  last  wc^ds  t^  n? 

This  young  pursuitor  said*  ?  VJ»o/  lie  bnA 

.  ..  :  .  • '  i’SU-  boD  dsdd  no  oajfceB*: 


Where  ^everyth in g  is  right 

Where  whiskey  flows  from'  telegraph'  poles' 

There’s  poker  every  night 

There’s  not  a  fucking  thing  to  do 

But  sit  around  and  sing  * 

Where  girls  are  really  women 
Oh,  death  where  is  thy  sting?* 

Oh,  death  where  is  they  sting-a-ling-a-ling 
Oh,  death  where  is  they  sting? 

The  bells  of  hell  will  ring-a-ling-a-ling 
For  you  but  not  for  me>i . so:  * 

.  .. 

Ting-a-ling-a-ling,  ling,  blow  it  out  your  ass 
Ting-a-ling-a-lingf  ling,  blow  it  out  your  ass 
Ting-a-ling-a-ling,  ling,  blow  it  out  your  ass 
Better  days  are  casing  by  and  by».  ;  ;; 


The  Mouse 


Hid  was  !pIll!i  <*'the  bar  rocci  floor 

tod  the  b»  was  closed  for  the  nioht  ’ 

When  out  of  a  hole  came  *  hhi  ?  l’  - 

And  «a+  in  +U~ ?  me  8  brown  mouse 

And  sat  in  the  pale  moonlight  '  ; 

He  lapped  up  the  liquor  on  the  han  y,  •  “ 
And  back  on  his  hau^hJs  ?e  sat  fl°°r 

^£iMl«?i«!t*1Sn9  y0U  could  hear  him  roar*  1 
Bring  on  that  God  Damned  Cat”  < 


1 


Whif fenpoof 


f  T 1 

c.  4 


From  a  hootch  in  Southeast'  Asia  "  c  ' 

n  dwell  '  '  ; 

J°  ^ars  in  old  Home  base 
We  know  so  well  ?  •  - 

i?Xi‘ r-irv  vi;  r^sl«  hi- 

flsh“r  jocks  »ss“*le  . . 

+  Tk  ih8ir  r»ised  on  high  ”J 

-  -  in  a  toast  to  a  comrade  who  just  fell 

'l*  "It1  ^I*ow  our^glasses^  wildly 
And  throw  our  bombs  as  well  '  * 

III  the  finis  at  7th  Air  Force  go  tohell. 

ll‘T f  p?or  «8hter  jocks  Wo^"  <*  ™**s*  ^ 
Have  lost  our  way,  help,  help,  help ’ 

blip*  **"  U,m  °f.Htooi  today,  help,  help, 

?lfdly  *yed  pilots  “P  to  the  blue  " 

‘  if?  fl°t  zapped  by  a  SA-2  \ * 

* w m  .«>» : . 

■  k  £■  i  *l.'f  'i- T~- "•  »‘T •. ■■'■rsVir ^  -w *-***-■.  Al *  W*i. -vt -•  -v 

,'v  V"  <  . 'I"  ,c.j  7  s  ■  W  ;v:  -  Vi£}?H£y.' '  ■  „  .  -  '  ' 

*  mfCh  £  ,/£•  j  V  j *■*  :3-’ r5v  <3  ^  ^ 


:rf;f  £5W‘  I 

b?J.z-J:  1  ,{  xi  -r:c 


t*  negv-i  lift  yd  i 
fork  i*.T  -5T5  -3 

:i“  ’9.'?  j-.’.r  t  ,73i-. 


Air  Corps  Lament 

Tunes  Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic 

%  tbe  dsys  °f  men  'h0  ruUd  *• 

rt  ««*  wiivsrwr 

**£1 m  «d  e-  !*«?  **. 

Ihe  Air  Force  has  gone  to  Hell,  -  “ 

■  i  ~Tfe  ~  *"! i;  Vi^I J  " 

a*®USt  G1fB&^lyi59:M9!aatlon*^ l»ve4haa'«a<l 
at  every  station  .««i  reao 

S^f7  £he  man  Vaho  ^eaks  them  r 
The  Air  Force  has  gone  to  Hell.  ;f 

a  hundred 

*  "^S.airb0rne  le9i0n  sent  the  deadly 

sspLvssi:™1' iiv<s  in 

'  'Hii  ■■».>  ■smeruartX ■  .- _ _ _ .wi., 

were  dancing” fl^e!?!**  T"bolts  ^en  thei**  eyes 

I’VLSrie„nBueXS.CreM'ln9,P0Wer  £«*  «t  W«ted 

^In'shSe!^  fly  like  sissies  and  bang  their  heads 
Their  spirits  shot  to  Hell,  - 

CHORUS* “ 

^efroriig.^  through  a  living 

dthem°back'finS  pilots  save  their  lives  to  bring-. 

SUtShackthey  311  Play  Pins  Pon9  in  the  Operations 
Their  technique’s  gone  to  Hell, 

CHORUS:  .?  Continued  next  page 


—  0 


Ye  uJeraWs^:1"9.  F0rtre86  «'d 

On“n>^eeb^e.<l0”t  °f  &*****  **»  eontrali*!.. 

d«“  *”  OTpty  “d  «»  plane,  & 
And  we  can’t  fly  them  for  Hell. 

CHORUS*  —  W  ?  U.*:*'.!  :o  ift^ 

Youo  *7ohlz  S!99  50'8 

“'SI  your  »«'  *  -Si»  your  heart 

*— 5  charms  you  with  a  moanin',  ‘ 
groaninf  squeal,  u  f  ^ 

And  it  will  not.  climb  for  Hell.  - 

CHORUS*'  ""  :  rc"^\  i‘&v  i.4 

^men^erf  y°”der  in  “*  d"ys 

^do^^r  ^  supervised  for'lesr  .^may 
The  Air  Force  has  gone  "to  HellT  "  -  ^ 

CHORUS*  i\l i$z.  -7 yS  :  - 

"e  1*^  #hd  we  rolled  euf 

^gosh-Srn'tameJ  T™*  *"d  . 

Our  spirit’s  shot.  toiHell.,1'"  ^ 't  W;V*w 
CHORUS* 

Continued  fnext  page  ' 


Air  Corps  Lament 

Tunes  Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic 

%  SKtSTJT the  d>ys  of  -  «>• 

Air  ^0rce  has  gone  to 

CHORUS*  ?^9ulstionshavethe&read 

at  every  station  ~7 - fe«««  reaa  , 

^uc^fy  the  man  v^°  breaks  them 
The  Air  Force  has  gone  to  Hell  sisT 


*  ’%&**?*  legion  sent  to  right  the  deadly 

&  Ai“  -iy  iives  in  “"*• 

CHORUS s"  .,  ■•ly'r&t.f 

wereSdancinJafline!!!ir  T’bolts  vrflen  their  eyes 

P0Wer  «**  »*  blasted 

Butln°shamey  "Y  sUsi“  -  *»"9  their  heed. 
Their  spirits  shot  to  Hell. 

CHORUS? 

Th0V  fl  Aw  44>o^  ^  j  ta.  .  * 

^  "hell  of  flak.  -^^  “ia?derjets  through  a  living 

dthem°back'^in9  Pilots  9ave  thei^  lives  to  bring \  ■-. 

3UtShackthey  311  Pl8y  Ping  Pon3  ln  the  Operations 
Their  technique's  gone  to  Hell, 

CHCEUSr  Continued  next  page 


■e< u^lZi^T9  F0rtress  ^ 

*«>  contraile-  . 

^wTwitt  d«r  Mpty  •b'1  •»  planet  ere 
tod  we  can't  fly  them  for  Hell. 

CHORUS*  o*  m  no?rj,r‘l  a  bec-r-iio  isv&  yoy  evsK'  • 

.  ;  ,:*•  *,  1 

y0Ur  Kerlln  *»s  •  «ns  your  hiart 

‘’“‘cro^nL".  y°U’"lth  *  L" 

tod  it  will  not  climb  for  Hell. 

tHORUSi'?.-.:'.  **y*  '~r4. 

.  ***%£?  ClOSPly  '”*&&  for  fear  wa  may 
The “Air  Force  has  gone'to  Hell7  ’ 


CHORUS*  " J 


k.i.‘or.j  tfoliq  ya  sllffavr- 


*  X'VZg"  **  «  ee  rolled  eur 

^''1^  “<*'  -o’: . 

Our  spirit's  shot  to  Hell.  cWA^u 

V.  »;  ■■■■■’*•-.■■-.  !  ...  \  *  -•  •';•':■■■■■:■  ■•.'•■  ■;.  •: 

CHORUS*  4  ^  =  -»;  vu?  b;:yo-s:- 


.  ;3w  <sr:.-  ^  ***■  >.<•  .  «#  **  jf  ©v.  .  ;*  W‘  ;  ■  •■ ::  i  US.  ,  - 

)  ■■•-•-'  ••  •.  .  -  •- 

Continued  next  page 


Air  Corps  Lam|s|t  .(Continued)  •  .x  a  -vM  •• 

ttie  day  I  buz2j|c!  an  airfield  with  another  reckless  chap, 
Se  flew  a  hot  formation  with  his  wingtip  in  my  lap, 

But  there’s  a  new  directive  and  we’ll  have  no  more  of 
?  that  r  '  f:  J  ‘  -  . . .  .■  , . . 


Or  you  will  burn  In  Hell. 

chcrusi  n!  t7H. 

Have  you  ever  climbed  a  Phantom  up  to  where  the  air 
is  thin?  ‘  j  . . 

Have  you  stuck  her  long  nose  down  just  to  hear  the 
screaming  din?  '  '  .  . 

Have  you  tried  to  do  it  lately?  "  .  1 
•Bette.-  not  --  yoi’ll  auger  in.  ;  .-x; 
tad  then  you’ll  sure  natch  Hell.  '  ~ 

chorus*  k\ 

■  ’'***  .  oxl::' 


Mine  eyes  get  dim  with  tears  when  I  recall  the 
days  of  old.  ^ 

When  pilots  took  their  choice  of  being  old  or 
-"young  and  bold**.  - 

Alas,  I  have  no  choice  and  I  will" live  to  be  quite 

old.  -  :b  *  (  ~  “■ 

The  Air  Force  has  gone  to  Hell.  '  'SI* 


CHORUS: 


But  smile  awhile  my  pilot,  though  your  eyes  may 
still  be  wet, 

Someday  we’ll  meet  in  heaven  where  the  rules  have 
not  been  set.’  '  " 

tad  God  will  show  us  how  to  buzz  and  roll  and 
ivfj  .really  let  l'-  -••••-  /-  ■ 

The  Air  Force  fly  like  Hell.  . 

CHORUS:  Glory  —  no  more  regulations, 

&ip  them  down  at  every  station, 

Ground  the  guy  that  tries  to  make  one 
tad  let  us  fly  like  Hell. 


A  fighter  pilot  lay.  dying 
The  medics  had  left  him  for  dead 
Around  him  women  were  crying 
tad  these  are  the  words  that  he  said* 


JQiy  did  I  join  the  Air  Force? 
-Mother ,  . d ear  Mother  tyi  e  w  best 
Here  I  lay  under  the  wreckage 
An.  F-4  all  over  my  chest. 


Take  the  dive  brakes  out  of  my  kidneys 
Take  the  buckets  out  of  my  brain, 

Take  the  throttle  out  of  my  shinbone. 
And  assemble  that  Phanfon  again. 


CHCRUS*  We  are  the  boys  who  fly  high  in  the  sky. 

T  ~  ~~  Bosom  buddies  while  boozin’ 

are  the  lads  that  they  send  out  to  die: 
Bosom  buddies  while  boozin’ 


There  in  the  hangar  they  sing  and  they 
shout 

They  talk  about  things  they  know  nothinq 
about. 

We  are  the  boys  who  fly  .high  in  the  sky. 
Bosom  buddies  while  boozin' 


I  Wanted  Wings  .  '  ■  =  r;  .-  v  Vi 

,  t  ■:  K,  <*.  ,  "  -  ;■  r  -  -Tt 

I  wanted  wings  till  I  got  the  God  Damn  things  - 
Now  I  dortt  want  them  anymore.  ;i  Hot-  Lut 

They  taught  me  how  to  fly, 

And  they  sent  me  here  to  die,  ' . 

I*ve  had  a  bellyful  of  war, 

You  can  save  those  God  Damn  zeros  for  the  God  Damn 

heroes,  ~ ,A&;  ,  _  ,  -s.i*  nr- 05  'Ll* 

Cause  Distinguished  Flying  Crosses  z  rnx\r-} 

Do  no  compensate  for  losses  —  Buster  :~ir  isc  0  . 

CHORUS:  1  wanted  wings  till  I  got  the  God  Damn  things 
New  I  don’t  want  them  anymore. 

I’ll  take  the  d&roes  while  the  rest  go  down  in  flames, 
Air  combat  spelled  romance,  but  it  made  me  wet  my 
pants,  . 

I’m  not  a  fighter  I  have  learned 
You  can  save  those  messers  chraitzes  ;  - 

For  the  other  sons  of  bitches 

Cause  I'd  rather  — a  woman  than  be  shot  down  by  a 
Grumman.  --  Buster 

CHORDS: 


I’m  too  young  to  die  in  a  damned  old  PBY 
That’s  for  the  eager  .not  for  me 
I  aon'o  trust  ray  luck  to  be  picked  up  in  a  duck 
After  I’ve  crashed  into  the  ses 


Oh  I’d  rather  be  a  bellhop  than  a 
With  my  hand  around  a  bottle,  not 
throttle  —  Buster 


flyer  on  5  flat  top 
around  a  God  Damn 


. -v*  H:  rV1  •  vh  ■’  i  v  ;s  nl  *  J-Hw 

I  Wanted  Wings  (Continued),  r  bid  . 

I  don’t  want  to  tour  over  Berlin  or  the  Ruhr 
Flak  always  makes  my  loose  my  lunch 
I  get  no  hey-hey  when  they  holler  bombs  away  uc\  !1 
I’d  rather  be  home  with  the  bunch  <&}  'm 

Now  there’s  one  tiling  you  cm’ t  laugh  off  that*  iso 
When  they  shoot  your  — —  off.... ruev  sMa-M 
Oh,  I’d  rather  come  home  buster,  with  my  — 
than  with  a  cluster,  —  Busteri -vdsni-r  6  -r?J.  urr -.1 

*  ’  0&  ‘Xt?  i- X  i.  1  •  :*JC;  (i- 

CHORUS •  -  od  - «  .’ro^  xi/ov  o 

■  -  t ...  ^ .v,*;  j.  tr  "  fi&r-  "f  •  '  £  *  J'J 

I  don’t  fly  for  fun  in  a  F-dash  five  crash  one 
Blazing  a  patch  for  Patton's  tank  tSUHDKD 

My  wife  don’t  want  insurance  and  I’m  not  out  for 
endurance,  ,.^v  jjf 

I’d  rather  go  to  Paris  and  spend" Francs 
In  England  it  was  blitzes  and  in  France  it isdonvoc 
Messerschmitzes  '.-u  C/ XbVX 

Oh,  I  feel  like  such  _a .sucker  v/hen'my— ~startferto> 
pucker  —  sucker 

CHQRU5:  ;  &  vn 

They  fed  us  lousy  chow  but  we  stayed  alive  somehow. ' 
On  dehydrated  eggs  and  milk  and  stew,. ;  r;?~  :  ,,Y  «-,v. 
What  will  they  think  of  next,  they’ll  be  dehydrating 
sex,  ’  . 

On  that,  day  I  Ml  tell  the  coach  I’m  through 

Oh,  I  really  Icve  my  bumpin  and  I  like  to  do  my  ?»’ 

pumpin,  -  M3;v^  V*c;€: 

But  I'd  rather  C  with  chowder  than  to  C 

with  hunks  of  powder  r  Buster  -*  *  -.r,  - 


p\b 


If  You  Fly 

y 

CHORUS:  Did  yodi'go  BOOM  today? 

Did  youjj' go  BOOM  today? 

Two  raor^  blew  up  yesterday 
~G.£.  aih|t  here  to  stay. 

m  ■  " 

If  you  fly  an  Eighty-nine 
You  must  be  deajf,"  dumb  and  blind 
For  you  life  ai^'t  worth  a  dime, 
What’s  your  scheduled  blow  up  time? 


If  you  fly  a  ninety- four 
You  will  never  holler  no  more, 

For  your  lot  we  do  not  pine 
It’s  better  than  an  Eighty-nine. 

chorus*  .  ? 

I f  —you  fly  an  Eighty- six 
You  will  really  get  your  kicks 
Bounching  those  sub“-sonic  boys 
Playing  with  their  radar  toys. 

CHORUS:  I 

If  you  fly  a  101 
Tell  yourself  its  really  fun 
"One  day  it  will  pitch  up  with  you 
And  you  wi 1 1  wish  you  never  flew 

CHORUS: 

If  you  fly  a  102  '  :  : 

Don’t  go  up  unless  its  blue 
For  if  you  feel  one  drop  of  rain 
You’ll  be  in  pieces  not  a  plane. 

CHORUS:. 


Continued  next  page 


If  You  Fly  (Continued) 

If  you  fly  a  104  - 

The  luitole  world  flocks  to  your  door 
Range  is  short,  the  wings  don’t  last 
But  golly  it  sure  does  fly  fast 

CHORUS: 


If  you  fly  a  Thunder chief 
You  will  soon  shake  like  a  leaf 
Flying  it  may  make  you  sick 
It  handles  like  a  great  big  brick 

CHORUS:  ,  ;.LU  t? 


If  you  fly  a  Phanton  two 
You’re  flying  days  will  soon  be  through 
Ityilies  at  twice  the  speed  of  sound 
If  you  can  get  it  off  the  ground 


CHORUS* 


On  Top  Of  Old  Thud  Ridge 
>,  -  Tunes  On  Top  Of  Old  Stookey 

^  t  ftt  'I'  '  j.  ft'  * 

On  top  of  old  Thud  Ridge 
All  covered  with  flak 
I  lost  my  poor  wing  man 
He'll  never  get  back  qq r  ; 

For  flying  is  a  pleasure 
And  dying  a  grief. 

And  a  quick  triggered  Commie 
Is  worse  than  a  thief1  ^  c  >  :  , 

.  „  ....  ..  •  Vj~r  i-.  *  T  :i.-.zLS 

For  a  thief  will  just  rob  you 
And  take  all  you  .save. 

But  a  quick  triggered  Commie 
Will  send  you  to  the  grave*- ' 1 

The  grave  will  decay  you 
And  turn  you  to  dust 
Not  a  Coramie  in  a  thousand 
Can  an  old  F-4  trust.  . 

Now  when  the  bad  weather 
Keeps  the  ships  down 
All  day  we  can  hear  this 
Horrible  sounds 

"Attention  all  pilots  ■ 

Nov/  listen  to  this 
There'll  be  a  short  meeting 
That  you  dare  not  miss." 

They'll  give  us  some  lectures 
Then  give  us  some  more. 

But  we  have  all  heard  them 
Twenty- five  tiroes  or  more. 


Continued  next  page 


On  Top  Of  Old  Thud  Ridge  (Continued) 

Now.  listen  you  trainees 
You  can't  fight  the  group  .  .  .  * 

Whatever  they  tall  you  o  .pel  -n;o\  I 
Is  superfluous  poop* 

Now  the  moral  of  this  story  ns 

Is  easy  to  seo 
Don't  go  to  Haiphong 
Or  old  Quang  Khe 

«*  j.  q :?  2  £  A i  '  &  3 t? a -  * '  *  *  -v 4*  ?.f  r.  - ; 
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ROLL  YOUR  LEG  OVER  ' 

I  wish  little  girls  were  like  little  white  rabbits, 
And  I  were  a  buck  and  I’d  teach  them  bad  habits 

CHORUS:  Oh  roll  your  leg  over,  oh  roll  your  leg  over 
Oh  roll  your  leg  over,  it's  better  than  way 

I  wish  all  young  girls  were  like  statues  of  Venus 
And  I  were  a  man  with  a  petrified  penus  '  ; 

CHORUS:  or  y’ncG 

I  wish  all  young  girls  were  like  bats  in  a  steeple 
And  I  were  a  bat  there ’d  be  more  bats  than  people 

CHORUS: 

I  wish  all  young  girls  were  like  mountain  road  passes 
-And  I  were  a  sports  car  I’d  buzz  all  their  asses 

CHORUS: 

t  wish  all  young  girls  were  like  diamonds  and  rubies 
And  I  were  a  jeweler  I’d  polish  their  boobies 

CHORUS: 

J  wish  all  young  girls  were  like  B-29’s  and  I  were 
a  Fighter  pilot,  I'd  buzz  their  behinds 

CHORUS:  - 

I  wish  all  young  girls  were  like  strawberry  patches 
And  I  were  a  farmer  I’d  harvest  their  snatches* 

CHORUS:  • 

I  wish  all  young  girls  were  like  fish  in  a  pool. 

And  I  were  a  shark  with  a  water  proof  tool. 


CHORUS: 


Continued  next  page 


Roll  Your  Leg  Over  (Continued) 


I  wish  all  young  girls  were  like  fish  in  the  ocean 
And  I  were  a  wave  I’d  show  them  the  motions* 


CHORUS: 


I  wish  all  young  girls  were  like  trees  in  a  forest 
And  I  were  a  woodsman  I'd  split  their  Clitoris 

CHORUS:  . 


I  wish  all  youno  girls  were  like  bricks  in  a  pile 
And  I  were  a  mason  I'd  lay  them  in  style 


CHORUS: 


I  wish  all  young  girls  were  like  mares  in  a  stable 
And  I  were,  a  groom  ed  mount  all  I  was  .  able 


CHORUS: 


JOLLY,  JOLLY  ENGLAND  *  # 

CHORUS:  Oh,  I  don't  want  to  be  a  pilot 
1  don't  want  to  go  to  war 
Just  want  to  hang  around  Piccadilly 
on  the  ground 

Livin'  off  the  earnings  of  me  high  bom 
lady 

Monday  I  touched  her  on  the  ankle, 

Tuesday  I  touched  her  on  the  knee, 

Wednesday  success;  I  lifted  up  her  dress, 

Thursday  her  chemise  I  did  see. 

Now,  Friday  I  put  my  hand  on  it, 

Saturday  she  gave  me  balls  a  tweak,  tweak,  tweak 
It  was  Sunday  after  supper  I  shoved  the  old  boy  up  *er 
And  now  she  earns  me  seven  and  six  a  week,  cor’  blimey 

CHORUS: 

I  don't  want  a  bullet  up  me  arse  hole, 

I  don't  want  me  buttocks  shot  away. 

I  just  want  to  stay  in  England,  in  jolly,  jolly-~'-"- 
England- 

And  fornicate  me  bloody  life  away. 

<% 

CHORUS: 

Send  out  the  members  of  the  home  guard 
They’ll  keep  England  free 

You  can  send  out  your  brother,  your  sister  and 
your  mother 

But  for  God  sakes  c»'t  send  me 


AIR  FORCE  SONG  ,  T.„  ... - -T„ 

Off  we  go,  into  the  wild  blue  yonder 

Climbing-high,  into  the  sun  ;L  . 

Here  -  they  come  rooming  to  meet,  our .  thunder^;* 

At  'em  bdys'r  give  her  the  gun.5 

Down  we  divey  spouting  our  flame  from"  under, ‘ 

Off  with  one  hell  of  a  roar,  r 

We  live  in  fame*  or  go  down  in  flaae,^-*^^'. 
Nothing  can  stop  the  U.S.  Air'  Force. 

Here's  a  toast  to  the  host  of  those  who  boast 

the  vastness  of  the  sky.  .  r,  .>>, 

To  a  friend  we  send  'a  message  of 
His-  brother  men  who  fly,  r*  '' '  Z 

We  drink  to  those  who  gave  their  all  of  old^Y 
As  down  we  roar  to  scbte  the  rainbow' s' pot  of  gold 
Here's  a  toast  to  the,  host  of  those  who  boast 

the  U.'  S.: "Air  -Force.  ^  ^  ^  ‘r ;  ’ 
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RED  RIVER  VALLEY 

'  .-Mli  bi  h<  «•?»•/.  >y;  ='»••'  -  :  J 

To  the  valley  he  said  he  was  flying,  2 

And  he  never  saw  the  medal  that  he  earned. 
Many  Jocks  have  flown  into  the  valley, 

And  a  number  have  never  returned.  :  ....  * '  -V.'  •*' Th 

4  '"•*  ’*  \  ~  >.  •  r  vjrf  '  .} 

'  o  i;-“- . . 

So  I  listened. as  he  briefed  on  the  mission. 
Tonight  at  the  bar  TEAK  flight  will  sing. 

But  we're  going  to  the  Red  River  Valley, 

And.  today  you  are  flying  my  wing.  .  ; 

•  '•  .  -vf  -r  -*t.  ~  ■^'Sn  r  .‘is  i;iy- 

Oh  the  flak  is  so  thick  in  the  valley. 

That  the  MiG’s  and  the  missives  we  don't  need 
^So^flyhigh  _and^^i«^«ixte  , 

And  guard  well  the  ass  TEAK  lead.  . 

*T  -  •  \  .  .  *  *  t 

■  ^  /...V  v,.  {4-4.  .  t"i  7  3  * Syf£T* 

How  if  things  turn  to  shit  in  the  -valley. 

And  the  briefing  that  I  gave  you  don't- heed, 
They'll  be  waiting  at  the  Hanoi  Hilton, 

And  it’s  fish  heads  and  rice  for  TEAK  lead. 


We  refueled  on  the  way  to  the  valley, 

In  the  states  it  had  always  been  fun. 

But  with  thunder  and  lightning  all  around  us, 
T’wastheiast  -AiAvRv-for-  TEAK  ~onev  " 


When  he  came  to  a  bridge  in  the  valley. 

He  saw  a  duty  that  he  couldn’t  shun, 

For  the  first  to  roll  in  on  the  target, 

Was  my  leader  old  TEAK  number  One. 

Oh,  he  flew  through  the  flak  toward  the  target. 
With  his  bombs  and  his  rockets  drew  a  bead. 

But  he  never  pulled  out  Of  hisboab^run, 

T’was  fatal : for  another  TEAK  lead. 

So  come  and  sit  by  my  side  at  the  briefing# 

We  will  sit  there  and  tickle  the  beads, 

For  we're  going  to  the  Red  River  Valley, 

And  my  call  sign  today  is  TEAK  lead. 


